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finally assembled. The Grannoch was to sail from
the harbor of Macao. Wen renewed his campaign
to go with the ship; he declared that he was no
longer a child, that he was in his fourteenth year;
why should not he, also, go out to seek his for-
tune? He would be with friends on the voyage,
and his brother would be there at Honolulu to
greet him. He had learned all that the temple
school could teach him; now there were other
schools and other labor that awaited him overseas.
. After long implorations and the shrewdest
reasoning he could summon to his aid, he finally
obtained his parents' consent. Joy! At last his
opportunity had come.

. Now at last he would know what lay in the
;world beyond the Blue Valley and the purple
mountains of the Plowshare. Yes, all that world
that lay beyond Kam Shing, the anchorage of the
Golden Star; yes, all that he would know. That
new land where there were law, order, and abun-
dance, where there were no pirates, no murderous
mandarins, and no "white deeds."

Yes, at last his chance had come. He had no
god to thank, and his prayers of gratitude were
alone to his parents, for he already hated the
good old Northern Emperor idol as much as he
hated the Son of Heaven.

But he did feel when the last farewells were
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